RENDEZVOUS IN HELL

Voices were loud and minds confused. Constance Waybach's dwarf
was playing on the carpet and at the same time explaining the theories
of Kierkegaard. Lord Pernrose, sitting sideways in an armchair, one
knee almost on the ground, a huge glass of yellow chartreuse in his
hand, was arguing with him in all seriousness.

The ogress, her eyes on a level with the chandeliers, was describing
to Otto Lutweingel the poetry latent in touring circuses. Davilar, the
Portuguese armaments manufacturer, had tears in his large spaniel eyes
as he talked of his mad daughter, who scratched the faces of his yacht's
crew and tore the silk upholstery of her cabin to shreds.

Lydia Salvimonte hated the Rocapolli because she was monopoliz-
ing Jean-Noel She tried to get hold of the young man, but he only
said a dozen words to her and went back to Pamela.

"What do you think of her?" the old Duchesse asked the Hungarian
astrologer, indicating Pamela.

"A remarkable mixture of the Venus and Pluto types, made to be
the dupe of the Mercury type," announced Louis XVIII's double.

"But those gums, my dear Count, have you seen those gums?" asked
the old Duchesse. "Monkeys are put in cages for less."

Gigi Rocapolli, elegant, graceful, his body revealing a distinction
that in no way affected his soul, the only one among them who was
still lucid, gazed round at the crowd, received imprudent confidences
and amused himself prodigiously. He was aware of the moment when
Pamela, by a manoeuvre which he alone noticed, managed to lead
Jean-Noel, who was in a state of both exaltation and abject servitude,
from the salon; and he exchanged a wink with his wife.

A few minutes later Basil Pemrose came up to him, his eyes blinking,
a foolish smile on his face, and murmured a word in his ear.

"But, of course, my dear fellow! Gome this way, I'll show you," said
Gigi Rocapolli, showing him the way to the bathroom.

Pern was wavering slightly; he opened the door indicated, and then
drew back with a start and shut it again. He looked at Rocapolli and
realized that Gigi had seen what he had seen.

" I beseech you, don't go in," he cried in terror, his back to the door,
his arms extended in a cross, in an attitude at once chivalrous and
absurd.

If Rocapolli had wanted to go in, he would have had to do so over
Pern's dead body. Pern's only concern was to save Jean-Noel from a
blow, spare him brutality and scandal.

"Let the children amuse themselves, pleasure is so rare," said Gigi
Rocapolli with complete detachment. "Shall I show you another
lavatory?"
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